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against gentlemen who wore red hats, and under ordinary
circumstances would have welcomed his brother churchman
with unaffected cordiality, not to say sympathy ; but in the
present instance, however gracious his mien and honeyed
his expressions, he only looked upon the Cardinal as a
dangerous rival, intent upon clutching from his fold the most
precious of his nock, and he had long looked to this occasion
as the one which might decide the spiritual welfare and career
of Lothair. The odds were not to be despised. There were
two Monsignores in the room besides the Cardinal, but the
Bishop was a man of contrivance and resolution, not easily
disheartened or defeated. Nor was he without allies. He
did not count much on the University don, who was to
arrive on the morrow in the shape of the head of an Oxford
house, though he was a don of magnitude. This eminent
personage had already let Lothair slip from his influence.
But the Bishop had a subtle counsellor in his chaplain,
who wore as good a cassock as any Monsignore, and he
brought with him also a trusty archdeacon in a purple
coat, whose countenance was quite entitled to a place in
the Acta Sanctorum.

It was amusing to observe the elaborate courtesy and
more than Christian kindness which the rival prelates and
their official followers extended to each other. But under
all this unction on both sides were unceasing observation,
and a vigilance that never flagged ; and on both sides there
was an uneasy but irresistible conviction that they were
on the eve of one of the decisive battles of the social world.
Lord Culloden also at length appeared with his daughters,
Ladies Mora and Grizell. They were quite as tall as Mr.
Putney Giles had reported, but very pretty, with radiant
complexions, sunny blue eyes, and flaxen locks. Their
dimples and white shoulders and small feet and "hands were
much admired. Mr. Giles also returned with Apollonia;
and at length also appeared the rival of Lord Caiinbrooke,
his Grace of Brecon